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Part 1: Working from home

Desk littered with biscuit crumbs,

Every screen smudged with sticky thumbs,
Over and over - the days thrum

beating me in rolling waves till | am overcome.
Again, no work is done.

“Shhh...Daddy’s workinP” softly | se(ijy,

into tear-stained faces, fists curl and nerves fray.
From the firmly shut door | herd them away,
Only to stand silent, forehead to wood and pray:
“Give me sanctuary”. But safe inside he’ll stay,
And I'll get no work done again today.

Papers stand neglected, deadlines long-past,

Childcare has installed a ceiling-glass.

In my own story, | find myself recast

From mother and person, but the kids have surpassed

The self-defining work. | know | won'’t be the last

Who is denied deadline extension, as if | can’t really be arsed.
Pandemic pressure reveals that women’s work still comes last.

Part 2: Home from Working

Heading back from the home | call my workplace,
Thlnkmﬁ'.always.of my kids - their welcome embrace,

But on this hustling tube - which scarce masks don't erase -
The infection is here with us. Reaching out across limited space
And it's just another day, my life on the line for this rat-race.

An economic punch, from which | am still bruising,

Of the nmetK- our twenty-five a week | was using

To feed a whole family. No sense in refusing.

Cleaning work in a household financially cruisin )
But wrist-deep in bleach | believe that they are abusing
My poverty. Even in working, | am losing.

For m%'family, it seems | carry the economy on my back,
Scrubbing and shining with a cough that hacks.

Even now, for each Jubilee stop - a year of life, axed.
Make no mistake - it is with intention that our lives lack
Quality - no, this held by those with the power to act

But instead i'm told “be ‘grateful you're not sacked”.

Eleanor Butler Church

Age 25 - Digital Marketing Assistant - Cinema&Co S




The Talented Thomases

What makes a son turn against his father? It can only be
something unforgivable. The Thomases had three
children: Llewelyn, Aeronwy and Colm. | asked the
long-haired museum attendant at The Boat House

about Colm, as | knew the others had died.

“He’s living in Italy. Did you know him then?” the young
man asked.

“I knew Llewelyn.”

“Really? Why don’t you write something in the visitor's
book? That's what it's there for. We never hear
anything about Llewelyn; he was a mystery. What was
he like?”

“I knew him in his twenties. He was talented,
changeable, cagey, sometimes witty, sometimes wild,
" | said, “like his Dad, apparently.”

We were on a short break in South Wales ten years
ago, planning to lunch at Saundersfoot, when | noticed

the signpost to the village of Laugharne.

“You've heard of Dylan Thomas, haven’t you?" | asked
my husband.

“I've seen “Under Milk Wood."
| was pleased as he was English and not into poetry.

“We have plenty of time. Shall we take a detour? it's
very pretty there and we could visit Dylan’s boathouse.”

The lime washed cottage clung to a cliff overlooking

first proper job in Whitehall. A friend came and joined

me, as she was keen to be up in “the smoke” too. She was
a slender, sultry girl with half-closed eyes called

Rhiannon. She had a colourful and exciting past. She
weaned me from milky “Camp” to strong black coffee

and encouraged me to smoke. Her mother bought a lease
on a basement flat in Onslow Place, so we moved from my
Putney attic and her mother became our landlady.

We loved living in South Kensington, and became a
foursome: my fiancée and | and Rhiannon and our
medical student friend, who was keen on her.

One day Llewelyn turned up at the flat. He was a slight,
snub-nosed and curly-haired young man, anaemic looking
and a compulsive smoker and drinker. He was flourishing
as a copywriter, working for J Walter Thomson, the
advertising agency. Rhiannon’s step-father was Dylan’s
lawyer, so she’d known him from childhood visits to her
home. In no time, it seemed, they became lovers and the
medical student vanished. They spent their evenings on
bar-stools in a haze of smoke at our local, in Sydney Place,
then, when sufficiently pie-eyed, rolled home to eat the
casserole she'd prepared earlier. | learnt not to mention
Llewelyn’s parents, for if | did, in however accidental a
manner, he would fling plates around. One ended in the
TV screen. | realised that whenever his parents were
mentioned there would be a drama, then they would
anaesthetize themselves with booze or amphetamines.

They decided to marry, and Rhiannon found herself a job in
a boutique. The Chelsea Register Office was booked, new
suits were bought and friends and families turned up on
the day. Not Caitlin though, who was writing her life story
and living with a lover in ltaly. Champagne, lobsters and

the silky vastness of the estuary. It was one of the houses hampers of goodies were spread out on our dining table

where the poet lived and wrote and was now a museum.
Gulls swooped and squawked, herons paused as they
waded the shallows. We bought coffee and Welsh cakes
and perched on damp benches on the terrace. The sun
failed to pierce the morning mists over the little jetty
where fishing boats would once have bobbed or settled
in the mud. The harbour had been filled in and paved
over to make room for visitors since I'd last visited. We
explored the stepped garden, with its rustic seating and
views of mud-flats and the Bristol Channel and we
peered into the garage on stilts, where Dylan had
worked on his verse at a battered desk - until opening
time, when he would slip down the lane to Brown's Hotel.
Caitlin, would join him and they would drink with the
locals.

When London was beginning to tap its toes at the start
of The Swinging Sixties, most twenty year olds | knew
wanted to live there. I'd travelled from Swansea for my

for the guests. “The Old Cronies” arrived; Dylan’s literary
and artistic pals, Kingsley Amis, Elizabeth Jane Howard
and Pamela Hansford-Johnson. Nicolette Devas,
Llewelyn's aunt, who, like his mother, had been a model
and then a lover of Augustus John, was also at the
wedding breakfast, so were the columnists, Jeffrey
Barnard and George Gale. There was so little notice of the
marriage that most guests gave the couple cheques,
which they spent on an Amsterdam honeymoon and

what remained over the following months in the pub round
the corner.

| was happy living there but began to find the pace of life
waring and felt that young marrieds should have their own
space. | helped pay the rent, coaxed them to bed when they
passed out and woke them for work in the mornings, but
after more broken crockery and drunken scenes it was time
to move on and | found a flat share in Mayfair. | lost touch
with them when we married and settled in a basement on



the Chelsea embankment. JWT moved Llewelyn to Sydney,
Australia, and Rhiannon had a baby called Jemima, but |
heard from family friends that the marriage did not last long.

Twenty odd years passed and | was at a poetry reading
given by Aeronwy. She looked so much like him. She was
an accomplished reader and speaker and the poetry was as
powerful as ever. | went up to the podium afterwards to
congratulate her and asked after her eldest brother. |
explained | had shared a flat with him and his wife years
before. “He's moved back to Wales,” she said, “and
become a vegetarian. He has a new partner and is happy
living a simpler life.” | sent my best wishes to him through
her, but | expect she forgot, as you do at such events. Then
ten years ago | heard from a close friend that he had died.
There had been an obituary in “The Guardian,” but | had
not seen it.

So, why did he turn against his parents? | just accepted the
fact at the time, for some people do. When my second
husband and | returned from our Welsh break | googled the
obituary, written by Geoffrey Gibbs. “The copywriter
Llewelyn Thomas, who has died aged 61,” it said, “was a
witty, erudite and convivial man in the company of those

he knew and trusted, but his life was overshadowed by the
genius of his father... and by the feeling of abandonment he
experienced in his youth. At heart,” it said, “he was a wary
person. He dreaded appearing at events to mark Dylan’s
work and went out of his way to hide his background.
Those who worked with him during the manic, inventive
years he spent in London, at the advertising agency, J
Walter Thompson ... knew better than to talk about his
parents. In Dawlish, the Devon seaside town where he
settled in 1994 he was known simply as Tom Llewelyn;
even his doctors were unaware of his true identity.”

So, it seems, he was abandoned because his nomadic
mother had left him in the care of her sister when he was
only two years old. According to the obituary he was sent
to Magdalen College School, Oxford, which he found a
miserable experience. | could imagine how he would

have been picked upon and it would have haunted him for
the rest of his life. As the eldest sibling he would have had
to look after the other two in the holidays, while his parents
argued and drank, and he would have felt so deserted when
his father died in New York when he was only 13. Through
the trust fund set up to handle Dylan's royalties, he was able
to go to Harvard and he became a brilliant copy-writer, for
he had a most inventive mind. He worked on new projects
because he had an unusual way of looking at things and he
won prizes for his adverts.

During the 1970s,” the obituary continued, “he worked at
JWT's Australian offices, to get away from those who had
known Dylan or who insisted on talking about him. On his
return, he resigned from the agency by sending a telegram

from the pub, and took up work as a gardener. As abruptly,
he left London and was discovered living in a bed sit in Hull.
He travelled to Spain, where his gambling instincts won him
almost £30,000. Racing was a passion, as were games and
quizzes. At the time of his death, Llewelyn, who had inherited
his father’s fondness for alcohol, was well placed in an
Internet share-dealing competition.”

| had noticed a memorial stone to Aeronwy in The Boathouse
garden, but nothing for Llewelyn. He would not have wanted
one there, for his memories were painful. Like his father, he
had a gift for words, but his fiction did not meet with the
success of his copywriting. None of his science fiction or
crime stories were ever published, and Geoffrey Gibbs felt
that the sharp wit and intellect so evident in his conversation
did not show itself in his prose.

My memories would have drifted away on the low tide of old
age, had | not struggled to understand the sadness of a clever
man eclipsed by the brilliance of his father. Abandonment
and an unhappy childhood could have created a desire to
escape. Drugs and drink would have followed after seeing

his talents go unrewarded and maybe, like his father’s gifts,
diminishing. It would have been impossible to bear. | hope
he found contentment in Dawlish before his end.

| picked up the pen, which was tied with string to “The Visitor's

Book,” and wrote a few bland words: It was not the place to write

more.. Maybe this is?

Margaret Thurgood
Age 80 - Retired




























































My Lockdown Story

| live in Penllergaer and we have been operating a volunteer
service to people who are self isolating. | decided to join in
because | wanted to make a difference in the community and
to help people who are in need.

| had a phone call from the local councillor who wanted me to
pick a prescription from the pharmacy for a elderly couple
who were both self isolating. | was more than happy to help.

| went down to the pharmacy and as | started to queue, the
pharmacy closed. We were told that the pharmacy was going
to re-open at 2pm. | went down to the pharmacy at 2pm and
began to queue. | got to the top of the queue and give the
names of the couple | was collecting for.

| received one of the prescriptions but | had to go back the
following day to collect the other prescription. | was determined
to get this prescription as | knew it was important. The
following morning, | picked up the prescription and delivered

it to their home.

In return, | had a pick of chocolate biscuits, a home-made
bag and a card with a kind message inside. When | read the
card, tears roll down my cheeks. | never done it to get
something back but | just wanted to make a difference

Helen Worswick
Age 38
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